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	Centuries

_Summary: "Remember me for centuries." — In the end, Mitsuzane is still just Takatora's shadow. — [Kamen Rider Gaim, set after episode 36] Songfic One Shot._

_I'm actually not a big fan of song fics - or Fall Out Boy for that matter. (*gets bricked*) But this song _screams _Kureshima brothers. So I hope you enjoy. :) Fair warning, though: spoilers. A lot of them._

_Disclaimer: I do not own the Kureshima preciousness known as Mitsuzane and Takatora. I do not own Gaim. Nor do I own the song._

* * *

><p><strong>CENTURIES<strong>

* * *

><p><em>Some legends are told<br>Some turn to dust or to gold  
>But you will remember me<br>Remember me for centuries  
>And just one mistake<br>Is all it will take  
>We'll go down in history<br>Remember me for centuries  
><em>_Remember me for centuries  
><em>—{~}—_  
><em>

You were always going to be someone I could be proud of, Mitsuzane, and you had every reason to be proud of yourself too. You were going to be at my side when you were ready, when the world had ended and the only ones left were the ones we deemed worthy, or as others would put it, the strong. You were going to watch from atop the highest hill, kneeling — rising to your feet as you saw the last few of humanity, already turning into mindless monsters that you were going to have to kill, race towards each other to battle each other for the last few belts that could save their souls. You were going to laugh, Mitsuzane, because they were monsters; it would be too late for them. But you, you were going to be protected, in your armour, next to me, above Baron and Gaim on the battlefield as they struggled not to die in the chaos. It would be too late for them too.

But I suppose the chance to take that path has come and gone.

—{~}—_  
>Mummified my teenage dreams<br>No, it's nothing wrong with me  
>The kids are all wrong<br>The story's all off  
>Heavy metal broke my heart<br>_—{~}—_  
><em>

You were always one to keep secrets, and you had every reason to do so. You were going to tell when you were ready, after all. Not that you had a choice. The moment you joined Yggdrasill, I knew you would be someone who could be useful. I admit, I was delusional, and maybe a bit too hopeful. You were a Kureshima boy, after all, what was I to expect of you? Kindness? Kureshima blood is dangerous, Mitsuzane. Dangerous blood is not naturally kind. You didn't like that, and I admire you for trying to rebel, but you cannot escape what is already in your body. No matter how much you tried to dance it out of your blood, it was still there. No matter how much you tried to just _have fun_ with your friends, to forget about your heritage, it still hung over you.

I suppose it was an easy thing to give in, and turn around, and crane your neck to try and reach some of the power that dangled just over your head. As a Kureshima, it was always right there, after all. Even if that power was deadly.

The Kureshima legacy was dangerous to step into. I think you knew that from the moment you looked at it, Mitsuzane. That is all.

—{~}—_  
>Come on, come on and let me in<br>The bruises on your thighs like my fingerprints  
>And this is supposed to match<br>The darkness that you felt  
>I never meant for you to fix yourself<br>_—{~}—_  
><em>

You were going find out what Helheim is eventually, Mitsuzane, and it is truly an unstoppable force. I shouldn't have been so surprised when you discovered it; when you transformed into an Armoured Rider, I knew that you wouldn't be one to sit still and join the fight when I asked you to, when it was time. You would join and learn to fight on your own terms.

Even so, you played right along, Mitsuzane; you thought you were being so clever when you were working for Yggdrasill. You thought you could break free from what you were destined to do simply by betraying your friends, and doing whatever _you_ thought was right. By betraying your friends, you thought, you could protect them.

It takes more than betrayal to change your destiny. It takes the entire world working in your favour, and you didn't consider saving the world. You only considered saving the worthy. And that is where we are different.

I was the one who set up your whole life, Mitsuzane, and I was the one who arranged so that the whole _world_ could be at your feet. You had everything planned out for you, not by yourself, but by me. You could have had everything, you know. You could have seen the world saved from Helheim, not just the worthy; you could have seen you and your friends live happily ever after; you could have had Mai. All you had to do was run along the rails I set up for you.

I suppose I should be proud of you for breaking free and becoming a train wreck. You didn't want the world, and I admire that. But Helheim has a tendency to ruin people's lives, you know.

—{~}—_  
>Some legends are told<br>Some turn to dust or to gold  
>But you will remember me<br>Remember me for centuries  
>And just one mistake<br>Is all it will take  
>We'll go down in history<br>Remember me for centuries  
>Remember me for centuries<em>

_And I can't stop 'til the whole world knows my name  
>'Cause I was only born inside my dreams<br>Until you die for me, as long as there is a light  
>My shadow's over you 'cause I am the opposite of amnesia<br>_—{~}—_  
><em>

Redyue once asked, while you were busy screaming, "Is he broken?" You didn't hear her, and I want to say, so very badly, that yes, you were broken, and no, there was no hope left for you. You abandoned that very word when you attacked Gaim and showed your true colors, after all. But you wanted Mai, and that alone was enough to keep you going. I don't know if that's called hope, but it kept you alive and it kept something inside of you alive. Even if it kept you going on a track farther down the road to chaos.

Because even when you thought the world had ended, like a true Kureshima, you tried to grasp what power you could find. Anything to keep the remnants of humanity alive — the ones that deserved to live, anyway.

I suppose I should have stopped you, then and there. But you're a Kureshima boy; you're fierce and you're stubborn. I couldn't hold you back if I tried.

—{~}—  
><em>And you're a cherry blossom<br>You're about to bloom  
>You look so pretty, but you're gone so soon<br>_—{~}—_  
><em>

You were always a fragile sort of person; the type who pretended to be strong but cracked under the slightest of pressures. I suppose that would be why you could never truly be by my side working at Yggdrasill.

You also were always the type to pretend that you knew everything, and this shield of knowledge would protect you against everything and everyone who tried to harm you, because you were skilled in the art of manipulation, and you could play everyone to your advantage as easily as you could play a fiddle. But you don't know everything, Mitsuzane, and that shield doesn't exist.

Musical instruments are difficult to play, after all, and they take years to master. A fiddle, especially. You can learn every single technique in the book, create some of your own, even, and become so great every person in the world knows your name — and then look at your hands. They'll be rough and calloused and scarred from all the playing, and your fingers will be throbbing every time you pluck at another steel-wrapped string. Whether you want to continue playing or not.

It's impossible to walk away from what you've done, Mitsuzane. It's impossible to come away clean. You've made sacrifices to save the world, and all you've done is destroy it further. Acknowledge the pain.

—{~}—_  
>Some legends are told<br>Some turn to dust or to gold  
>But you will remember me<br>Remember me for centuries  
>And just one mistake<br>Is all it will take  
>We'll go down in history<br>Remember me for centuries  
>Remember me for centuries<br>_—{~}—_  
><em>

I remember that you once said, "I don't want the forbidden fruit. I want a god indebted to me."

I want to ask you something. Was I a god to you? Are you working alone, separate from Gaim and Baron, because neither of them are gods in your eyes? "Niisan," you'd say; "Kouta-san," you'd hiss; "Kaito," you'd shout; "Mai-san," you'd whisper. You admired Gaim, you told him that to his face, and you looked up to both him and Mai. They were better dancers than you; they were more independent than you. And neither of them was afraid to be open to each other. I think that's what bothers you, Mitsuzane. It bothers you that your secrets are your source of power, and mine. They seem to be gaining power by the day, so much you'd think they were the gods, not us. And we work desperately every day, hoping to gain more power so that we have enough to change the world — and there Gaim is, running around trying to protect one little city from the Inves, and power practically throws itself screaming into his hands. You blame Sagara for a lot of this, with his confusing riddles and mysterious powers, but I think he's a being not worth deciphering. But even he implies one question that I have to ask you as well:

Are you going to save the world, or are you going to destroy it?

—{~}—  
><em>We've been here forever<br>__And here's the frozen proof  
><em>_I could scream forever  
><em>_We are the poisoned youth  
><em>—{~}—_  
><em>

Dancing is a thing of the past. Sagara remains shrouded in mystery. The forbidden fruit remains elusive. You trudge through the empty hallways of Yggdrasill Tower every day, waiting for excitement, but what satisfies you anymore?

You are only my shadow, Mitsuzane. That is all I can tell you, and that is all you ever need to know. You are always going to be kneeling on that hillside, watching the battle below you, and knowing that it was I who saved you from falling from the cliff in front of you, so you didn't have to fight with Baron and Gaim and the rest. You are no longer kneeling next to me. You are kneeling and looking up at me, below me, and you should be thanking me, because I saved you from falling into that chaos at the bottom of the hillside. And yet you have fallen farther into chaos than I ever thought you could.

Perhaps you could have saved me when I fell from the cliff, attacked by my own allies. It seems you fell instead of me. Perhaps you could have spared the killing blow when I tried to stop you, stop you from falling further. It seems you killed yourself instead of me. Feels like centuries ago, doesn't it?

It seems your chance has come and gone, Mitsuzane. Because you have fallen farther into chaos than I ever thought you could.

—{~}—_  
>Some legends are told<br>Some turn to dust or to gold  
>But you will remember me<br>Remember me for centuries  
>And just one mistake<br>Is all it will take  
>We'll go down in history<br>Remember me for centuries  
>We'll go down in history<br>__Remember me for centuries  
><em>—{~}—_  
><em>

And one more thing, Mitsuzane. If Mai's really all you have left, and she's all you can save, don't mess your last chance up. There's only so much your own head can scold you, and it seems I've tormented you enough for one day.

Too much, after all, and I may push you completely into chaos.


End file.
